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AAA.    His name is Captain Hutchison.   A. and S. H. AAA."

There was spy mania all along the La Bassee Road, the chemist's
shop being tlie chief object of suspicion. In January however,
the War Office at last sanctioned the formation of the Machine-
Gun Corps, and I was sent back to Grantham, having now re-
ceived my promotion to Captain, to take over command of the
tooth Machine-Gun Company.

The camp at Grantham was indescribable chaos, thousands
of men tumbling over each other through the mud of Lord
Bradford's park, while dull-minded officers, most of whom had
never seen a shot fired, and who were in command of the camp,
drove the Company Commanders, ripe with experience from
France, almost to lunacy. But my early enthusiasm for machine-
guns, and the friendships which I had formed at Hythe, made
me persona grata with " the powers that be " ; and I was given
carte blanche in the selection of the personnel of my company
from thousands who were paraded one day for the purpose.
My Sergeant-Major, known as " Scruffy," stood six foot three
high and was a re-enlistment from the Guards. My Second-in-
Command had experience in the ranks in France. Transport
being of paramount importance, I looked around for a man
who really understood horseflesh and discovered a Kentish lad,
the son of a farmer, Bertie Hyland, who had been born to the
saddle and brought up beside horseflesh. He was a beautiful
lad with the face and complexion of a girl. The last I saw of
him was at High Wood when, with murder in his eyes, alone he
went forward, rifle in hand, to destroy a machine-gun nest.

The rank and file of the Company were comparable with that
of the Guards in peace time. They stood six feet high to a man ;
and I chose them also so as to have a section from the north and
another from the south of England, one from Scotland, and one
from Wales, and in doing so I not only considered the special
fighting qualities of the districts represented, but also the com-
position of the Division.

I brought my company back to the Division in January, and
we occupied the intricate line at Cuinchy, and the Brick-stacks
at Cambrin. The fiat then went forth that the Machine-Gun
Sections of Infantry Battalions should be transferred to the
machine-gun companies. There was a very natural opposition
on the part of the Battalion Commanders to parting with the
cream of their battalions ; and as the Captain of the Company,
with the full support of my Brigadier, over and over again I